by Monte Cook 


Tt was a long time ago now, though there's not a single blood in 
the Cage that knows exactly how long. See, even in times before 
folks can remember much, there was Sigil. And so, of course, 
the Lady was its heart. Things back then, a body might imagine, 
weren't all that different than they were yesterday or will be 
tomorrow. 

Now, the chant is that one day—much like any other to 
most folks—a little girl approached the Lady of Pain. “Course, a 
body might say at this point that he doesn’t want to hear a sad 
tale, but that’s the dark of it. It ain't a sob story. The child 
walked right up to the Lady and gave her a smile that'd melt a 
tanar’ri’s cold heart. Now, any addle-cove can see that there's 
not a barmier action to take here in the City of Doors, but that's 
what happened. And it gets better. Supposedly, the child said 
something to the Lady herself. Nobody knows exactly what the 

ій said—though plenty of bashers claim to—but й affected 
е Lady somehow. 

Or maybe it didn’t. Maybe the Lady didn’t even notice the 
gil, But the truth is, the Lady of Pain, known by every sod in 
Sigil as the quickest path to the dead-book that a body can find, 
went right on by. The girl was spared. The Lady (it seems) 
showed her grace. 

No one knows what became of the little girl—though plenty 
of bashers claim to—but the story’s effects are the same. le 
throughout the Cage were so moved by this tale that they set up 
a holiday—a remembrance day, they call it—for, if the Lady 
showed grace on that day, then all folks in Sigil should too. 
Who's going to contradict her actions? The day was called 
Grace, to be celebrated on the first day of Sigil’s year (at least 
that's how the Guvners see it). To this day, Grace is observed by 
law and tradition throughout the city. 

Everyone shows grace, mercy and forgiveness on this 
remembrance day, because the Lady did. There are no public 
executions that day. No floggings or similar punishments are 
conducted. Folks forgive those who wrong them and spare 
berks who commit addle-coved mistakes. 

Now, that doesn't mean that everyone in town is sweet and 
kind, Grace doesn’t entail that, necessarily. People interpret 
things their own way. It also doesn’t mean that everyone 
adheres to the rules for the holiday (though the Harmonium, as 
well as many others, are particularly hard on those who don't). 
Nonetheless, most Cagers believe that a body risks the wrath of 
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the Lady herself if he doesn’t. While this might not be sup- 
ported by evidence, it’s a good story for parents to tell their 
children, and the threat of the Lady is enough to make even 
adults consider their actions. 

Some bashers have their own special take on the Day of 
Grace. A few fenerous sods forgive debts on this day, although 
these are usually minor loans or favors. The Athar make quite a 
fuss over this day, since it shows, according to them, that grace 
doesn't come from the powers, but from mortals, Likewise, the 
Bleakers like to 
use the day to 
demonstrate that 
the only mean- 
ing that exists 
comes from 
individual 
action. Some 
Believers con- 
sider the day a 
worthy “test,” р 
while some of é) 
the Fated con- fC 
sider it quite a | 
challenge. See, 
the concepts of 
grace and mercy 
don't come eas- 
ily to them, but к 
many adhere to the day's philosophy at least as a pretext. 

Likewise, the Doomguard and Mercykillers have a great dif- 
ficulty with the idea of showing grace. The Dustmen, the 
Ciphers, the Indeps, and the Signers are usually too preoccu- 

ied with other concerns to рау much attention to the holiday, 

ut, chant has it, the Anarchists make a point not to have their 
pee and schemes come to fruition on the Day of Grace. The 

агтопішп and the Fraternity of Order, of course, heed the 
rules of the Day of Grace. Every year, the Society of Sensation 
attempts to think of new ways to show mercy or grace, since 
they tire quickly of repetition. But nobody's been able to figure 
out if the Xaositects, on the whole, abide by the rules of the day 
or not. 

‘A parade passes through The Lady’s Ward sponsored by the 
Harmonium at first light on the day each year. Though this 
began as a festive event, it has since become a military exercise. 
Many merchants have yearly als and discounts on the holiday, 
so plenty of cutters use this as an excuse to purchase gifts for 
their friends—such niceties are not a fundamental part of the 
Day of Grace, however. It’s simply a day in which all Cagers 
pause before resorting to violence or vengeance. ‘a 
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Most planewalkers think of Sigil, the City af Doors, ac a 
landlocked metropolis cut off from the aquatic traderoutes 
that profit its prime material cousins, Any blood worth his 
salt will tell you that is just so much screed, and will point 
an inquiring mind toward Sigil’s largest body of water — 
the Ditch (see In the Cage: А Guide to Sigil by Wolfgang Baur 
and Rick Swan, pg. 49). 

Located in the Lower Ward, the Ditch is a fifty-foot wide 
drainage aqueduct that starts from the Great Foundry 
(headquarters of the Believers of the Source) and winds its 
five-mile way to the very edge of the city, where its then 
trickling current disappears aff the edge. The floor of the 


riveris uneven, 
sometimes 
shallowing at a 
few mere feet 
to deepening at perhaps bottomless depths. Famous estab- 
lishments such as the Black Sails tavern, the Styx Oarsman 
saloon, and the Speckled Rat bar are located along the 
Diteh’s banks. 

Its waters are foul and polluted, both from the Diteh’s 
extra-planar origins as a tributary of the Styx River, and 
from the citizens of the Cage who dump whatever (or 
whomever) refuse they can get away with. So corrosive are 
its waters that mere hours after dumping will transform a 
dead body into a nearly unidentifiable bloated carcass. As 
if in defiance of the lack of seasons in Sigil's smoggy cl 
mate, the Ditch's waters sometimes freeze over with an oily 
ther times it runs quick in rapids of greenish сш 
rents, Every five to eight months, the ditch-river 
thankfully receives a much needed cleansing as the River 
Oceanus sends a few thousand gallons of pure, clean water 
through the Ditch’s length. This is a cause for celebration, 
and passers-by will witness shirtless children playing hap- 
pily as their parents watch on in pride-fulljubilance, 


ic 


SUICIDE FALLS 

Sigi's equivalent to a “lover's leap,” Suicide Falls has 
the reputation of seducing lost, unrequited, and other- 
wise mismatched lovers to their supposed deaths. Not 
quite a waterfall in the strictest sense, the Ditch empties 
out into а delta that runs to the very spireward edge of 
Sigil in an eerie silence. It is perhaps the most easily 
accessible route to the edge of the Cage. Effectively 


leaping off the edge. jumpers simply disappear. their 
bodies never to be found. Harmonium officers often chalk 
up mysterious disappearances of adolescents as having 
“succumbed to the fall's siren.” 

On one of the multitude of tiny “islands” formed by the 
delta grows a flower called “the Last Kiss Blossom,” With 
tiny, delicate blooms, the flower’s two blush-hued petals 
resemble a pair of painted lips pursed in a kiss. With no 
medicinal value save that of a mediocre laxative, the bush 
remains relatively unmolested. However, young lovers 
often 1e-tell having heard rumors of those who have braved 
the fall's plunge with a last kiss blossom press to their lips, 
only to have survived and found their hearts 
desire along the Hinterlands. Like most rumors, 
there is more tale than truth in such stories. Still, 
love has a way of clouding a cutter’s judgement... 


“Love, in ils man, gus leads 
fo many the same eñd's as Hate... 
—An ominous Society of Sensation maxim 


THE BRIDGE THAT SPANS WORLDS 

This is a massive mithril and adamantite monstrosity 
that looms over the Ditch like a metal spiderweb fit for 
Lolth’s own throne, Erected by a now-defunct faction 
called the Torgesmiths before the time of the Groat 
Upheaval, this suspension bridge defines the framework 
for the portal that has become known as the Seafarer’s 
Asch, So intricate and astounding is its craftsmanship and 
stark beauty that the Society of Sensation quickly dubbed 
it “one of the seven Wonders of the Multiverse,” alongside 
Thoth’s Library, the Modron Cathedral, and the Hollow 
World. 

Records compiled by the Fraternity of Order for that 
time period are (much to the Guvner's chagrin) sketchy 
at best, making it unclear to graybeards whether the 
bridge was built as a framework around the Seafarer’s 
Arch or if the portal was a munificent result of the 
bridge's construction, Allthat can be said with any confi- 
dence is that the viaduct got its name because of the 
plane-spanning portal that lies below it, 


“Sigil isa city of over one hundred 
Square miles, and if any berk is 
barmy enough to believe that a burg 
of that sizecould possibly trade For 
all its needs by merchants trotting 
across the planes on foot, then oF 
have got a bridge © can sell you for 
cken. р 


—AKnight of the Cross Trade, to a Clueless Prime 


SEAFARER'S ARCH 

Also known as the Seafarer’s Portal or the Final 
Port-of-Call, the Seafarer’s Arch is a special type of planar 
gate, unlike all the others that dot Sigil's architecture. 
According to the Rule-of-Threes, most portals fall within 
one of a trio of types — permanent, temporary, or shifting 
portals, However, the Seafarer's Arch does not quite fit 
into any one of these divisions. It is always located under 
the Bridge That Spans Worlds, like a permanent portal. 
While it functions as a normal portal does, requiring some 
kind of impetus to act as a kev to allow travelers to pass 
through, the Seafarer's Arch has several different destina- 
tions at one time, like a shifting portal that simultaneously 
leads to multiple locations, Sailors need not wait a day ora 
week for the Seafarer’s Arch to shift its destination as with 
a shifting portal, as all the Arch’s destinations are acces- 
‘sible at all times. Lissandra the Gate-Seeker has dubbed 
this type of portal аза “Multiportal,”alabel she has worked 
hard to have officially recognized by the Portal Registry in 
tthe Hall of Information. 

A ship wishing to use the Seafarer's Portal need not wait 
until ts magical gate shifts to the proper destination. All it 
hasto do is have the proper activation key for the portthey 
have in mind. The specific gate key needs to be placed ina 
specially designed basket attached to the ship's bowsprit, 
asit is the first portion of a vessel to pass through the con- 
fines of the portal. Maintenance of the spritcage and 


А 


insertion of the gate key are duties usually imposed or 
bestowed (depending on the crew's disposition) to the 
cabin boy, Spritcages vary in sophistication and design as 
widely as the bows of various ships. A Viking drakkar, for 
instance, might have its spritcage in the form ofthe gaping 
mouth of the ship's carved dragon-bow; or a garbage scow 
may have little more than a tarnished box as its spritcage. 


GATE KEYS 

Any portal needs a gate key to activate its plane-span- 
ring magic, and the Seafarer's Arch is no different. While 
there are commonly known (or at least. relatively easily 
procured) gate keys to many prime worlds, items unique to 
these realms have also been known to function, such as a 
cinnabryl amulet to travel to the Savage Coast (RED STEEL" 
Campaign Setting). 

On the world of Toril (Ровсоттек REALMS* Campaign 
Setting), the Seafarer’s Arch leads to a large open sewer 
pipe that leads from the city’s Underdeep and empties into 
the Trackless Sea. The rapids below a moderately sized 
canyon in the Khalkist Mountains serves as the arrival 
point on Krynn (DRAGONLANCE* Campaign Setting). For 
Oerth (GREYHAWK* Campaign Setting), an oblong shoal of 
rocks in the Nyv Пут serves as its portal. A waterfall in the 
Kingdom of Cariele connects Sigil and Aebernys 
(BIRTHRIGHT* Campaign Setting). 

Other places that have known links to the Seafarer's 
Arch are Ortho (the Harmoniun's home plane), the Rock of 


«LETTERS ми 


NOTES ғына б 


os. 


атта Ө 


ins 


ЕСІЛ 


30. 


«READER SURVEY фу 


Silvis 


LETTERS МЕ 


«NOTES FROM на E) 


өз. 


„.unınsten 6 


= CONVENTIONS Фу 


30 


«READER SURVEY (fp 


Вга! in Wildspace (SrELLJAMMEX® Campaign Setting), and 
110% Blood Isles (Coument oF Wrams™ Campaign Setting). 
Finally, while the portal works both ways, some destina- 


tions make it more difficult — carrying a scarab through ; 


1 “She who controls the powder, controls 


Seafarer's Arch will deposit а boat on the dry wastes of 
‚Amun-Thys, marooning it on the third layer of Arborea. 


THE ARCANE REMAINS 

It is well known that the Arcane, those mysterious 
blue giants from the phlogiston known for trading, are 
barred from the streets of the City of Doors; but what 
few know is just how this information became wide. 
spread. The Arcane Remains is how. Resembling the 
picked-over carcass of a beached behemoth, the 
Arcane Remains are the remnants of the first ship to 


SPELL 
Kaycloak (Enchantment/Charm) 
Components: V, $ 
Area of Effect: 1 creature 
Saving Throw: None 


This spell is used by bloods who do not wish it be incon- 
veniently whisked through a portal simply because the 
hhatf-eaten loaf of rye bread in their pack is the gate key 
toa gnomish bakery in Dothion. By means ofthis spell, 
a number of items equal to the level of the caster are 
rendered “invisible” to portals, meaning an object that 
would normally activate a portal could, under this 
‘enchantment, be carried back and forth through the 
‘opening with no fear oftriggeringit. The spell lasts for 
‘a number of trips through any portal (regardless ifthe 
item is the portals gate key) equal to the level of the 
caster, For example, a 6th level spelistinger could cast 
keycioak on his belongings, enchanting six different 
items so they could he carried six times each through 
any portal. 

‘Any material item can be so enchanted, but only 
‘once per casting (a spellstinger could not cloak an indi- 
vidual item twice with the same casting). Multiple 
castings are not cumulative, the results protecting the 
item(s) as ¡Fa single spell was cast, refreshing it to its 
full duration, 

An item is defined as either any one solid object 
(regardless of size), or any quid, gas, or particulate 
matter (sand, dust, еш) portioned by its smallest basic 
unit of measure (dose, ounce, gram, etc). Portals that 
require spoken, thought, or emoted gate keys circum- 
navigate keycloak completely. 

Many canny cutters use keycloak to safely carry 
extra gate keys that would normally be consumed byan 
activated portal. The spell was created by а ship's 
spellcaster when she discovered passengers had mys- 
teriously disappeared just as the vessel passed through 
the Seafarer's Arch. The cause — they had inadver- 
tently been carrying items that acted as gate keys to 
other destinations. 


pass through Seafarer's Arch 
from the outside, It was a regal 
craft, bejewelled and gilded 
with precious materials, its 
sails woven of the finest silk, 
its decks were carved of the 
richest wood. Its crew were 
aristocratic and noble, not at 
all the scurvy sea-dogs the 
imagination would assume, 
and its captain a regal giff 
admiral of astounding statur 

the 
girth was greater than the 
width of the Ditch itself (some 
sixty cubits), 
aground in a disaster of cata- 
strophic 


Unfortunately, craft's 


and it ran 


Whatever cargo the craft may 
have been carrying never made 
port; mere moments after its 
alighting on Sigil soil, the 
enigmatic Lady of 
hacking the grounded ship 
like a butcher's cleaver. Now, 
its struts poke the sky like 
bony ribs, and the once-mag- 
nificent, massive bombard 
that ran the ship's length lists 
to the side, corroding and use- 
less. None have dared search 


proportions, | 


Pain } 
appeared, her mute shadow : 


its half-submerged body, fearful that whatever reason 
the Lady had in gutting her might be applied to any 
bubber foolhardy enough to set foot in her. Should апу 


barmy try and somehow succeed, they could be 


rewarded with Ueasue and меарошу beyond their 
‘wildest dreams — the giff are known to be quite fond of 
their bombards, arquebuses, and smoke powder. 


the multiverse...” 


—Ladara the Titan, in one of her less than lucid moments... 


THE KNIFE IN THE RIVER 

Named after a witless play-on-words, the Knife in the 
River a gargantuan slice of metal jutting direct up from the 
muddy riverbed. Standing only a few meters away from the 
‘Arcane Remains, that ship's great bombard hangs тшеу, 


Ї its muzzle pointed directly at the metal monolith. Its 


rusting, patina-ed surface stained by the years, the Knife 
in the River is triangular in shape, with the apex buried 
deep into the brown fluid of the Ditch. The obelisk is 
roughly pocked and chipped, its top edge twisted like 
shredded wicker. Like a knife, one of the other sides is 
honed to a razor edge, still sharp despite the holes and ero- 
sion that have marred its surface. 

Legend has it that the ship now known as the Arcane 
Remains did not give up the ghost without resistance. As 
the mute Lady of Pain advanced her silhouette on the 
beached craft, the Arcane crew, the giff captain, and its 
Spellweaver spelislinges let louse enough destructive 
power to have leveled the Outlands and cause Sigil to 
topple of the summit of the Spire. Such a deafening blast 
came from the vessel's glittering bombard that it was heard 
all the way to the Gate-towns, The culmination of that dev- 
astative attack, it is said, did what no blood thought 
possible — it wounded the Lady of Pain. Slamming into her 
with the force of the multiverse’s wrath, the retributive 
Arcane tore a blade of off the Табу halo of knives. As it 
plunged point first into the frothing morass of the Ditch, 
the Arcane craft was eclipsed in the Ladys shadow. The 
shrieks were so shrill that even today people call an алогу- 
mous cry in the night “the Lady's satisfaction.” 

Since then, the Knife in the River has become almost a 
holy symbol to Xaositects and the Revolutionary League. 
Even the Athar secretly covet it, more evidence to support 
their assertions that even the powers can be slain. 


TAKER'S LOCK 

Located roughly about half the length of the Ditch and 
half a mile outward from Seafarer's Arch, this artificial 
canal system operates under the auspices of the Fated. 
Originally, this stretch of the riverway ran shallow, almost 
to a trickle, thereby causing an incredible bottleneck for 
ships wishing to travel further inward into Sigil. The Fated, 
in their official role as the city’s (аж сүйесіз, developed 


an idea of creating a series of great “doors”. Theis seams 


“Qkeduce, reuse, recycle.” 


waterproof, these doors would form a series of spaces that 26 PA 


could be filed with water. This way, ships could be ferried 
across the Ditch’s bottleneck. Now, it doesn't take a Guvner 
to figure out that no Taker ever does anything out of 
charity. The Fated's true motivation forthe Lockis to serve 
as a guarded gateway between the Cage and traders. Ifa 
ship wants to trade with Sigil, then its captain has to pay 
the tollto use the Lock. It further adds an immediate 
and convenient excuse to establish a customs sta- у 
tion that would examine a vessel’s cargo and levy ( 
any applicable taxes, even confiscate 
illegal materials. For a portion of the 
Tated' “operation expenses,” the 


THE DITCH-BEAST 

Over the years, superstitious and weak-minded cagers 
have reported sightings of “a giant beast swimming the 
river” that has been accused of everything 

from snatching babies from the very 
\ arms of their frightened mothers to 
N plotting the downfall of the Lady 
CN of Pain. With almost certainty, the 
Harmonium have ensured that “Cassie” 
(зо dubbed by rumor-mongers) does 


mot exist. The dabus, magical 
ee Srna a laborers under the sole dominion ої 
the Lady of Pain, have added to the 
\ hysteria with occasional illusions to 
cover up their own activities. But of 
late, masticated bodies of the Ladys ser- 
чатів have begun to wach-up an shore 


battalion to act as a port 
authority in case any vessel 
decided to refuse inspection. In 

a further economic maneuver that 
would make 2 Merkant proud, the 
Fated enforce a requirement that all 
loading and unloading done at Sigil's 
docks be completed using only recog- 
nized, accredited workers from the 
Guild of Teamsters (which the Takers 
will be happy to provide for a nominal 
sum). In return, the Teamster's Guild 
pay a registration fee (part of each 


member's monthly dues) to remain on 


a 
sight that gives even the Dustmen cause to 
pause and rethink the existence of the Ditch- 
Beast. 

“Cassie” usually only appears while the 
waters of the Ditch run dark and polluted, 

and at antipeak. Beast-chasers point out 

that the Seafarer’s Arch connects to an 
equally dark, polluted reservoir on 
the prime world of Athas called the 


EEE Silt Sea — a body of water made 
infamous for its submerged, 
MNDUSTISALSIIICHES lurking monstrosities. Any 
Located adjacent to the Great 
| one of those abominations 
Foundry is a trolley-track expanse 


could have easily slipped 
of land owned and operated by the 


Believers of the Source. An ore preparation facility, teams of 
its workers push mine carts around the riss-crossing tracks 
in order to separate ores destined for the Foundry's enor- 
mous forges. It was nick-named the Industrial Stitches 
because chordwise from the other side of Sigil its tracks 2 
resemble cat-gut stitches pulled taut over a vicious wound. 
Dusty and covered in dirt, it is a major contributor to the 
pollution level of the Ditch. The facility's dumping of waste 
into the river has brought the ire of an extremist group 
called the Rosebringers (also known as the Beautification 
League). Their incessant picketing ofthe site has forced the 
need for regular Harmonium and Godsmen guards along the 
fences at all hours, While the sect has sent petitions to the 
Hall of Records and filed charges at the City Courts, most all 
who have encountered the Rosebringers dismiss them as 
little more than a lunatic fringe. 


through the Seafarers Arch under the cover of a trav- 
eling trade-vessel, It should be noted that “Cassie” 
has been spotted by witnesses on either side of the 
Taker's Lock. Harmonium investigators discount 


these sightings as hoaxes, since it seems obvious that 
the Fated wouldn’t allow any thing, man nor beast, 
passage through the Lock without the applicable 
immigration fees being rendered. 

The dark of the Ditch Beast is that sightings of 
“Cassie” are actually glimpses of the Kadyx (a beast 
that normally haunts the Slags in the Hive Ward) as it 


searches for water and sustenance. It has never been 
seen lumbering across the Lower Ward streets from the 


Hive, so there must be some subterranean connection 
between the Slags and the Ditch, probably through the 
Dabus catacombs. ш 
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The Analects of Sigil 


The Five Citadels of the PCANESCAPE™ Setting 


By David “Zeb” Cook 


The confession of late Handulus, 
scholar of the 3rd rank, as extracted 
by Јеғаћ of the Mercykillers before 
appointed witnesses. 


There's no need for pain. 1 understand 
the laws in these things and 1 will make 
the statement you desire, My confession 
will, however, be useless—you'll see. 
І imagine you'll find some cause 
to put me in the dead 
book quickly. 
Fortunately, what 
I'm about to tell you 
has already been 
filed in the Great 
Dietum. With the 
fools’ quest for 
knowledge, they'll 
find my account in 
some future cycle, 
and then it'll begin 
to destroy them 
from within, 
Understand that % 
Thold no animosity 
against you, Mercy- 
killer. Your zeal to the letter of your 
duty is admirable. When I'm dead, i will 
not haunt you. 

You seek answers to two questions, 
though you only ask one. Your first one 
is simple—Did I kill Jeron, factor of the 
Governors? Your second question, 
although you haven’t asked it, is not 
nearly so simple—Why did I abandon 
my rank and status among the Gover- 
nors to become a foot soldier in the 
Doomguard? Let me answer the first, 
and the second may become clear. 

Did I kill Jeron? No, but yes. Did I 
strike him with a knife, or poison his 
food? No, I did nothing against him. All T 
did was direct his studies to a path 
certain to bring him to his doom. I think 
he deserved it. It was perfect; for years 
he lived off my efforts, stealing the 
credit for my work and putting his name 
to my pages of the Great Dictum. It was 
only fitting that now my research would 
kill him, 

As a Governor, my specialty was the 


citadols of the Inner Planes, specifically 
those of the Positive and Negative 


Planes. They are fascinating places, 


believe me, You've heard, I’m sure, of 
the citadels of dust and ash—or of the 
towers of salt where the Doomguard 
meet. But there are other citadels, too, 
citadels that never existed in the long 
memories of men. 

І first got peery of these fortresses 
from some hints I found in the Grand 
Dictum. It was a stroke of mute faith 
that I found a single page from the Codex 
of Infinite Planes. Oh, I was careful and 

respectful of the work; I 
knew the tales of the 
Codex and what it 
would do to a berk. 
) The Great Піс- 
tum is full of 
lore that cost 
its research- 
ers grimly. I 
wasn't a complete 
addlecove; my 
$ instructors at the 
Courts had it clear 
and minded me of 
many dangers. 
They loved to 
ell us tales of things like Schal- 
gtar’s last entry on the dream-snakes 
of Elysium in the Great Dictum, and 
how they poured illusions into his mind. 
This tale made a particular impact upon 
me, though I did not know why at the 
time. Now I understand it all, of course: 
the dream-snakes had influenced me 
through Schalgtar’s words. Their power 
comes not just in their confrontation, 
but even in the discovery of their exi 
tence. Their influence on me was meant 
to be a warning, I sincerely believe, a 
caution for what I was about to discover. 
There were other warnings—strangers 
standing at the window, misplaced 
thoughts, and candles that refused to 
burn down—but I was determined to 
rise in rank and establish my first 
entries into the Great Body of Knowl- 
edge that is our goal 

‘The page I found described a pattern 
of structures, buildings that stand at a 
certain angle, whose floors are spaced to 
the dimensions of the sounds that must 
fill them, and are set on the orrery of the 
Inner Planes in just a particular 
pattern. The page was incomplete; it 


showed only a part of the sketch map to 
the towers, Never once was the purpose 


of all this explained. 


It was a beginning, and I could see 
my success already stretched before me. 
So I went out to the citadels, which is a 
dark every Cager ought to know. There's 
a host of towers, forts, caverns, redoubts, 
and some spires out there that a faction 
or another'll claim as theirs, but there's a 
vast difference between all these things 


and the true citadels that I sought. 


I won't distress you with the petty 
details of my journey or the months of 
searching that took me through the 


hells of the Inner Planes. The things 
that happened to me are inconsequen- 
tial, the wounds and wonders of all 
travelers. It is the citadels that matter— 


the Five Citadels of Surrender. 
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Four ofthe citadels are spaced on the 
ring of the Negative Plane. Bach sits 
alone and isolated, built of a substance 
much like the better-known citadels of 
Ash and Salt, although the Citadels of 
Surrender are much different in form. 

On the plane of Salt stands, or better 
said, plunges, the Great Mine. You can 
best see it as a scraped sore of a huge 
salt dig. That's the form it’s taking right 
now outside the door. The pit's sides 
drip crusted waves of salt; foral erystals 
glint in the black aura of the Negative 
Plane. At the very heart stands a 
splintered column. I reached it by 
winding down paths, while creatures of 
salt scurried like geckos from my way. 

At the center of the Great Mine, you 
perform the first of the Great Surren- 
ders. A common man would imagine an 
eye or a hand lost for knowledge, but 
that is not so here. In the Great Mine, 
you give away fear—your memories of it, 
the taste of it, even the energies it feeds 
you. Your fear slips away to become one 
of the little creatures on the path. 

The second citadel I visited stands in 
the Plane of Ash. There it looks like 
nothing more than twining columns of 
swirling grit, crushing each other, a 
tangled skein of razor-vine wrapped 
around the balcony's rail. This one, I 
knew from the Codex, was surely the 
Embracing Tower. Up its powdery stairs 
1 climbed, pushing aside curtains of 
soot. The cindered floors tore my shoes 
and left my feet pads of scars. 1 thrust 
my arm into the smoky oculus at the top 
and felt the second of my surrenders. 
Hope boiled out of me like fat from a 
sausage, flowing in rivulets down the 
stairs. I no longer cared for tomorrow or 
feared its coming. 

The third citadel was the hardest to 
imagine. It drifted through the plane of 
Vacuum, an insubstantial wisp where 
nothing and something defined the Invis- 
ible Labyrinth. I wandered for days, 
maybe weeks, through its invisible halls, 
tracing the lace of breezes that showed 
me where to go. Finally, at the center 
was a fountain of nothing. I bathed in it 
and was washed clean of all compassion, 
drained away into the void. 

The fourth and last citadel I vis- 
ited sprawled across the Plane of 
Dust. It had no walls or rooms or 
towers. That was only a pattern 
traced out on the powder like a sand- 
painting, Where I had wandered weeks 
in the Labyrinth, I struggled months 
here, for the pattern followed itself in 
ways that could not be drawn. Vainly I 


searched for a center as I had found in 
all the others. It was only when I 
reached the beginning once more that I 
realized I had lost all remorse. With 
each step, the pattern had pulled a little 
from me, and I left behind the footprints 
of my regrets and sorrows. 

By now I knew that I was being 
refashioned, but for what purpose I still 
cannot imagine. Whoever built these 
citadels, or what their true function is a 
point of research 1 will never discover. 
But you have arrested me, and I think 
will convict me, even though I did not 
raise a hand against poor Jeron. 

It offends your sense of justice 
too much to let me go. I think the 
Governors, too, will work the 
courts against me, as revenge for 
giving them the laugh. I don't care. 
There's nothing left in me to care. 
That's why I became a 
Bleaker. 

And that’s how I 
killed Jeron, you see. 
There are five Citadels 
of Surrender. I 
went only to 
four, and look at 
me. To kill 
Jeron, all І had 
to do was let him 
see my papers 
and notebooks. 
Not all, mind; I 
left out important 
parts, like what 
it'll cost. He's 
a cross-trad- 
ing thief, 
but he's 
still a 
dedi- 
cated 
Governor. He'll 
visit all five— 
the four I 
saw, and 
the one 
that 


remains at the 
center, in the Negative 
Plane. Who knows? The 
sod might even live 
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through that, but he'll be dead anyway. 
No fear, sorry, mercy, ог hope—what's 
there left after giving up alll that? 


